Desperation
Author: GiftOfProphecy (https://archiveofourown.org/users/GiftOfProphecy/pseuds/GiftOfProphecy)


Summary:
Ashley has constant dreams and visions of sex with her brother thanks to the demon talisman, causing her to slowly lose her mind.

Notes:
This has 2 different endings to it, 1 is a normal ending and 2 is a rape ending.

Chapter 1: Main Story
Chapter Text
Post Shared Vision:

The car engine was softly rumbling, the frame and the seats vibrating gently as the air outside was cold and still. Andrew sat with his hand on the keys as they remained in the ignition, letting out a loud sigh. Ashley looked over slowly. “What’s the matter Andy?”

She peered over the dashboard. The needle was right next to the E. Dangerously close even.

(Oh, right... This stupid thing needs gas... I forget about that too sometimes.) “We could just go to the place right down the street from the motel, like we usually do. Don’t see what you’re getting worked up over.” She said this, thinking of the money in her pocket. She planned on getting them some sandwiches or something from there anyways for dinner. The place was cheap and didn’t suck too bad.

Andrew pulled the money he had out of his pocket to look it over briefly. His expression darkened, as did Ashley’s, when they both realized he’d been making most of the gas purchases recently. While they tried to find anything to do in order to supplement their non-existent income, they’d been either staying at the motel or sleeping in the car... And now it seems like they’d be sticking to the latter for a while.

(I still have more money. He told me to hold on to some so we didn’t spend everything.) “Here, I’ll just give you s—” - “No Ashley... This is a problem, just giving me some of what I gave you isn’t going to make this issue just go away.” - “Yeah but it’s kind of important to driving the fucking car.” - “No, really?”

He looked at her and just pocketed the money he was holding once again. He wasn’t actually upset or anything, but just thinking about the situation they’re in still put him on edge.

“Ley— Ashley, I’ll figure something out to make sure we’ll be fine.” – She grinned at him and he immediately turned and got out of the car. “OH COME ON ANDY. WE BOTH HEARD IT SLIP OUT.” - “I don’t want to hear it Ashley.”

They’d already rented out the motel room for a few days, and they were here on the last day they’d paid for. It wasn’t too late, but Andrew kept checking the newspapers and TV for anything. (It’s been only a few days... A week already? We haven’t run into anyone who’s caused any trouble yet, and Ashley has that talisman... So I just need to figure out something... Anything to get some money.) She walked into the room seconds after him and closed the door, locking it behind her. “Again with the TV... Andy... Never mind.” She walked back over to her bed with destitution and flopped on it, stomach down as she sighed into the pillow. Andy continued to pay her no mind, if anything, he was more focused now on the TV than before.

Minutes turned into hours. “Andy...” a muffled voice came from the corner of the room. “Andy.” - “...” - “Andy!” - “What.”

He’d finally turned around and looked over at Ashley who was propping herself up on her elbows looking back at him from the bed as she lay on her stomach. “I’m hungryyyyy, can we go get some food?” - “Uh, yeah I guess. Gas stop like last time?” - “Mhm, the cold meals aren’t even all that bad.” He fidgeted with his hands and looked at the time. 9:33. It wasn’t even all that late actually. “Just be careful.” - “No! You’re coming with me Andy.” - “I’m Andrew. There’s nobody named Andy here~” He smirked and turned back to the TV. “Oh haha, real fuckin’ funny. Now c’mon, you’ve been sitting on that sofa all evening.” - “Yeah, feels like we never left the apartment. Or, just that I guess we developed some real shit habits.”

She walked over to the sofa behind him, leaned over the top and draped her arms down over his shoulders, sniffing his recently washed hair. “Come with me Andy. Please? You need to get up. It’s not good to be sitting around all the time.” Her voice sounded like her soul was being crushed. But she was right, thinking of the time spent sitting and laying in endless wait back in the apartment was agony... He could actually go walk now, he should want to go and do that. He moved her arms. “Yeah, you’re right Ashley. Let’s walk over to the corner.” Her smile beamed over him as they got up and walked out together to go pick up something to eat. Anything is better than the way it used to be.

 

Early Visions:

Ashley lay in bed, sleeping soundly, Andrew lay in his bed, struggling to get to sleep as always. Nothing was bothering him at the moment, but he felt like he just couldn’t keep his eyes closed. He noticed Ashley moving a little as she slept, unsure if she always did that.

In Ashley’s mind, things were different though. She was in the back of the car, laying there asleep as the sudden feeling of the door opening to let cold air rush in washed over her body. She looked up, confused and afraid, as the figure that had opened the door climbed in over her in the back seat, she saw him clearer as the door closed. Andrew had climbed into the back in the dead of night in the cover of the darkness and was now on top of her. He groped her chest, leaned in to kiss her on the lips, and held her down against the chair. She was taken aback, but she was soon getting into it. The groping went from gentle to rough, he held her left arm down by her wrist, and he started kissing over her neck. She was squirming and moaning underneath him, feeling his love as she watched the windows fog up.

As the vision went on, the car shook and rocked, the windows unrelenting to give any visibility save a footprint as her foot was lifted up seemingly and pulled towards the drivers side rear window. The car continued to shake.

She woke up suddenly, feeling her face was hot and her lungs gasped for air.

Andrew looked at her. She looked at him. Her face was a bit red.

“Are you... Good?” - “Y-yeah Andy. Never better!” She got up, and walked to the bathroom to shower. It was almost 5 in the morning.

More visions along that line followed the next day, and with them actually sleeping in the car now, Ashley got a little more fidgety wondering if it was going to be something that happened soon. It was causing her to be slightly more active in her sleep, and it was causing her to slowly avoid eye contact with him.

 

Later Visions:

A handful of days later, they were around the neighborhood where their parents used to live. Andrew had managed to get a quick job cleaning someone’s pool for a pretty good pay. As he cleaned up leaves and used his phone to check all sorts of things about pool cleaning, Ashley sat and looked at the pool. She looked everywhere except at her brother.

(Earlier) “I’m gonna sit this out.” - “No, you should help me.” - “They only have one net Andy.” - “You could at least help me sort out the stupid pool chemicals.” - “Yeah, but what if I spill something on myself, or create some weird chemical gas by accident. Then what?” - “You really think you’re that incompetent?” - “No, I just don’t wanna work.” - “Fine. Just sit there and let me clean this shit up.”

Back to the present— “Listen, Ashley, we should go find somewhere safer to stay while we’re sleeping in the car. I feel like the place we’ve been at... I feel like we’re being watched or something.” He looked up from his pool work to see that she was asleep, napping in the chair. She’d been moving around in her sleep, and all together just getting worse sleep than usual. It was strange, and he didn’t know what was causing it because when she would wake up in her panic, she’d avoid even looking at him, and avoid the topic all together with him. It was probably the talisman... But she didn’t say they were in any danger. She’d have definitely said something to him if it was like that time with the hit-man.

He watched her closely as he started measuring out one of the chemicals the pool needed, pulling the large bottle out of the little storage cabinet they had out there in the backyard. Convenient, but seemingly dangerous at the same time.

Ashley’s mind had drifted away and she could see herself, naked again in the back seat of the car, Andrew biting down on her shoulder as he ground his hips down against hers. He wasn’t inside her, but instead, teasing her with this constant rubbing. “Fuck, Andy, why are you being like this!” She cried out, her brother doing nothing but teasing her and holding her down now. Her pleasure build up was slow and jittery, as he would rub against her at different speeds, holding her down in the steamy car. “Shit... Andy, please!” Her begging would fall to deaf ears, even as she scratched his back. He would simply nip at her neck and kiss it roughly, leaving marks all over. Eventually, she would try everything to push her body back against his, needing to feel release.

Andrew would see her, distraught in the lounge chair, moving in her sleep somewhat viciously now. It was like watching her experience a nightmare. He moved over swiftly, careful not to fall into the pool. “Ashley! Ashley!” He took hold of her shoulders, but she wouldn’t wake.

“Leyley! Leyley! You feel so good, using you is much better than my hand...” - “Ahhn! Andy! Please just—“ - “Quiet.” He’d cover her mouth. He hadn’t penetrated her still, and her slit was dripping now all over the back seat of the car. She’d gotten a look and saw his own sex leaking considerably too, hell, she’d felt it all. It was making her head spin and her anxiety rise now. “-ley... ... Ashley!” She opened her eyes wide as the vision in her mind slowly faded to black fog. She woke up to Andrew holding her by the shoulders. “Ashley!” - “S-sorry! What?! What is it?”

He looked at her confused. (Sorry?) “You looked like you were fighting a demon over there... What was going on?” She looked down at the ground and covered her face. “Nothing! I just... Nightmare. I was having a bad dream. Thanks for... Waking me up...”

He was both worried but suspicious at the same time. (Nightmare of what?)

They finished the job, got their pay, and left.

 

Final Vision:

The two had managed to pick up some consistent work around the edge of town, without too much hassle about getting the money, doing some more house cleaning work. One of the people they were cleaning for even had a spare room with a queen bed. They said if they really needed to, they could stay there for the night since they were leaving to go see family out of town anyways. This was someone they’d helped a couple times now and actually got to be friends with Andrew. Ashley kept her distance from him, even though he lived alone anyway. The house was inherited from an uncle or something.

Ashley was drained, her energy non-existent, and it was barely half past noon. Andrew looked at her, fidgeting with his hands and avoiding eye contact. “You... Haven’t been sleeping well these last few weeks... Are you willing to talk about it now?” - “No.” - “Ash... Leyley...”

She felt like shit, having already turned away from him, towards the spare bedroom. “I know you’re worried for me. You keep telling me every day Andy.” - “I’m just worried because I can see now it’s seriously affecting you. You won’t tell me anything about it all though. Can’t I be worried for my sister?” - “Andy, I’ll be fine.” - “You keep saying that too...” - “...”

(I’m not doing this... I just need to try getting some actual sleep again. Just once.)

She got to the room and took the talisman out of her pocket. If she put it in the bedside table, she’d be free from the influence of the talisman, and she’d know exactly where it is when she woke up.

But if she missed an important vision. It could mean the end of their lives. She held onto the talisman, put it back in her pocket and sighed. She took her shoes off and slowly lay down on the bed. As her eyes closed, she heard the sound of vacuuming in the main area of the house.

Soon, Andrew would walk into the room, waking her up. “Ashley. Can I get your help.” - “I’m trying to sleep...” - “Fine... Jeez.” She closed her eyes again and heard the door close. Then, she heard something else still within the room. It was Andrew, getting undressed and getting onto the bed with her. “We can always clean later, that guy won’t be back for a few days anyways.” She was tired, but now she was tired and also looking at her naked brother starting to undress her on the bed.

“Tell me... Do you want me to call you Leyley while we do it?” - “...” She had no response. “Leyley, Leyley! Ah little sis!” He mockingly called out into the quiet room. Her face turned beet red. She tried to resist him, but she was exhausted. “No? I’m sorry... I know what you need though.” Andrew- no... Vision Andy had now taken her thighs in his hands and spread her legs apart. There wasn't any playing around now. He looked into her tired eyes and gently touched over her slit.

He started off slow and easy, getting her ready as he touched her all over. Groping her chest, gently trying to fit a finger or two inside her. She was breathing heavily, already in rough shape, she avoided even looking at the Vision Andy now. She could tell this was a vision, (As if THAT wasn’t blatantly clear) and tried to not get too worked up... But she could feel it all, and it felt amazing. It was everything she was craving and it got her going just right. It was a better feeling than she could ever give herself.

“Ah... Andy... Please...” - “Please, what?” - “Please... Fuck me... I need you more than I’ve ever needed anything in my life before, please just Fuck My Brains Out.”

And Andrew on the bed with her obliged. With her pussy ready to take him in his entirety, he got down between her legs and pressed himself inside her firmly, reaching out to hold her hands as he kissed her on the lips, pressing her down against the bed with his whole being. He started to ruthlessly thrust in and out of her, the both of them moaning and breathing out hard as he let her hands go, holding himself up above her as he plowed into her. With his cock reaching deep inside her, she could only hold onto him by his sides, her nails digging into his skin in her weakened and tired state.

Her head was spinning and she was feeling the waves of pleasure as he began pushing against the deepest reaches inside her body, feeling a sharp twinge each time he barely pushed against her cervix.

She was moaning loud, holding nothing back, and calling out his name with her disheveled hair and raspy voice. “Andy... ! Andy! Yes! All of it!”

Her body was like it was rocking on a boat now, feeling nothing but the motion of their love move her back and forth. She wasn’t exactly cognizant of anything else, she was far too tired. As they continued to fuck, her pussy squirting out around his shaft, she could now feel himself getting close to his limit as well. It was her second time squirting, her body being so shamelessly used by her older brother. “Big bro- big bro! Please don’t leave me! Please stay with me forever and ever!”

“I’m not going anywhere Leyley, I’ll always be here with you!” He would assure her as he pushed up against her, feeling himself blow his hot load deep inside, tip pressed against her cervix.

As the feeling welled up inside her, she felt the sudden heat course throughout her entire body, burning hotter and hotter. She jolted upright in the bed, looking between her legs to see her shorts completely soaked through- hearing the TV in the living room...



Chapter 2: Desperation: Normal Ending
Chapter Text
Ending One:

She stumbled out of the room, eyes fixated on him as he sat there. He would see her walking slowly, holding the wall. “Ash-LEY?! WHAT THE HELL?!” He would immediately notice her soaking wet shorts. “Did you piss yourself or something?!”

“Andy... I need you... Please... Please, the visions, I can’t take this anymore!” - “What do you mean the visions?! Is that what you’ve been dealing with?!” - “Yes! I need you Andy. Please just fuck me! Fuck my brains out, I’m begging you Andy!”

He backed up away from her on the couch as she moved closer and closer, getting over him, but slumping down with her head in his lap. “I can’t sleep, I think the demon is just fucking with me at this point... Or something! I need you, I can’t stop seeing visions of us together doing all sorts of things since that day!” - “That’s out of the question!” - “But Andy! I’m begging you! Please! I’ll do anything, any amount of work you need me to do! I’ll do all the cleaning for the rest of these houses! All the rest we still have to do! I know I’ve been slacking behind in helping but PLEASE!”

He bit onto his knuckle, looking down at his sister. She was clearly in distress, and now that she’d finally come clean about what had been ruining her sleep for the last few weeks... He couldn’t really be mad at her. She just didn’t say anything because she didn’t want him to blow up like the first time. She was bottling it up, and to be honest... He was less able to get away with dealing with his own needs ever since. She’s been waking up more from these visions so he couldn’t just do what he wanted whenever he wanted to.

“Okay... Fine. I’ll do it if that’s what’s been tormenting you. But just to help you!” - “thankyouthankyouthankyouAndy!” She was beyond relieved. He turned the TV off and took her back to the room. He shut the door behind them, and stripped with her, the two of them getting into the bed. The frame creaked, the soft thuds against the wall sounded throughout the house, paintings and decorations vibrated and shook ever so slightly. He let out all his pent up frustration and libido in this moment with her, feeling this forbidden closeness for the first time.

They lay together, naked under the covers, Ashley tucked up against his chest as he kept one arm around her. He looked at the ceiling of the room, listening to Ashley’s soft breaths. She finally was getting some actual sleep. She was holding onto him, like she used to. In the end, he always cared about her and wanted to look after her- even if she was troublesome and annoying. He still cared about her. He didn’t have anyone else, after all.



Chapter 3: Desperation: Rape Ending
Summary:
Alt ending to the Desperation story. Ashley rapes Andrew.

Chapter Text
Ending R:

She stumbled out of the room, eyes fixated on him as he sat there. He would see her walking slowly, holding the wall. “Ash-LEY?! WHAT THE HELL?!” He would immediately notice her soaking wet shorts. “Did you piss yourself or something?!” She fumbled her way into the living room and stripped her shirt off, tugging her shorts down and stripping as she got closer and closer.

“ASHLEY, WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING?!” - “I can’t keep going like this!” She grabbed hold of him on the sofa, TV quietly playing in the background. She fought with him as she tried to take his shirt off and he threw her off, onto the laminated wood floor and carpet. “Ashley! What the actual fuck is wrong with you!” She looked at him and then at her shorts. She pulled the gun from the back pocket and aimed it at him. “A-A-Ashley... Wait... Let’s calm down, please.”

He immediately started sweating, pressed against the back of the sofa with the gun aimed directly at his head. She slowly approached again, looking down at his crotch. “Get. Naked.” - “Please... Let’s just talk. What’s going on?” He started slowly taking his shirt off. “I’m here to listen to you. You know that, right?”

“Tie your wrists together using your shirt...”

He started wrapping his wrists up, holding them out to her for her to tie them. “Ashley please... You’re scaring me. I don’t want you to do something stupid, and I sure as hell don’t want to hurt you now that we have something going here. We’re getting paid to be maids, sure, but we’ve got something!” - “Pants. Belt.”

He lifted his arms, exposing himself to her so she could strip his belt away and pull his pants off. Despite the fear of his psycho sister possibly shooting him in the face, he was hard, and it didn’t hide itself. She looked at him with a feral hunger, also noticing the cleaver in his pants. She picked it up and giggled a little maniacally to herself. “This episode is called Andy and Leyley and the Stick-up Stick Up!” She picked up her shirt from the floor and tied it hastily around his face, making him unable to see her, and covering his nose and mouth with the hanging fabric. He was basically bound up on the sofa, pants and underwear around his ankles, wrists tied up with his shirt, and now blindfolded. His heart was beating in his chest.

“You’re the best, most perfect big brother ever, Andy...” He would feel the barrel of the gun press against his cheek, hearing her slowly speaking. She took her panties and stuffed them into his mouth, lifting the shirt out of the way briefly to do so. She took her place on his lap and started to straddle him, making it feel good. Andrew’s heart was beating extra fast, feeling his sister in control of the situation, simply trying to make sure he made it out of this without any extra holes than when this shit all began.

She took the belt and slowly wrapped it around his neck, tugging on it and causing it to tighten as she forced his cock inside herself. “Oh Andy! This feels so good!” She moaned out, pulling on the belt a bit. He coughed around her panties, breathing through his nose as she rode him. It was like bliss, if you could consider bliss the good but uncertain feeling of your life possibly ending at any second. She held onto the gun still and he held his hands together, feeling his elbows on her shoulders as she used him. She moved up and down, bearing all her weight on him as he would feel himself squeezed by the tightest and deepest parts of her pussy. He was a fuck toy at this point. “Andy, my one true love! My big brother and my prince charming! Can you feel it? Does that feel good when I go that deep down?”

She started riding faster, and he could feel her holding the belt still. She was being careless, and as Ashley was bearing down on his length, the gun discharged against his shoulder. The bullet grazed him, but shook him into a new level of fear. She just giggled and said “Oopsie! Guess I can put that down... Oh, you have a boo-boo Andy.” She leaned over, licking at the gunpowder residue and blood. “Mmm... That... Tastes good~” She continued to toy with him, biting his collar and making him bleed, causing him to cry out with his mouth stuffed.

She wasn’t holding the gun anymore, but he was nothing more than a toy to her at this point. After making him cum twice, herself having cum some amount greater than four... She wasn’t keeping count... She stopped, and slouched over on the seat next to him. Passed out, Andrew slowly lifted up her shirt and looked at her. She was asleep... But he was going to be scarred for the foreseeable future. (She’s gonna fucking kill me at this rate...)